









Hari: What are the two things 
you can't have for breakfast? 
Rukku ; Your lunch and your din- 

ner? 


— Bhanu Mohan. 





Mr, Nathan ; One of the advan 
tages of being bald! Less hair to 
comb! 

Mr, Raman : But more face to 
wash! 





— K. Praveen. 
Thiet; Hands up, oF ose 
Victim ; Or else.... what? 
Thief ; Don't confuse me — this is 
my first job! 
P.S, Sharmila and 
P.S, Sabhesa Karthic 
eon, 


Student : Sorry | can’t submit my 
homework today! 

Teacher : Why ever not? 

Student ; | made a plane with the 
homework sheet on the way to 
school and someone hijacked it! 


— S. Deepa, aged 11 





Ofall created things, the loveliest 
‘And most divine, are children. 
— William Canton 
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Hello Children, 


By the time you see this issue of Gokulam your holidays 
ull be nearly over. [hope you all had good holidays, both useful 
and enjoyable. 

‘Schools will re-open in just a few days time. Each of you 
must be involved in the flury of activity which precedes the first 
day. Note books and text-books to be bought, and covered with 
brown paper. School shoes and socks, and new uniforms to be 
readied. Pens, pencils and compass baxes to be unearthed after 
a long period of disuse. 

Once the things are ready, the minds have to be prepared. 
Those of you who have been successful in the April examination 
will be going on to higher classes. A higher class means the 
challenge of more advanced schoo! work and a greater sense of 
responsibility which will grow over the years. 

For those of you who haven't been successful in the 
examination, this year is more of a challenge. You have to 
convince yourselves that you can do better fonly you'll ry again. 
Do not think of yourselves as failures, for if you do,you admit 
defeat. Think of yourselves instead as fortunate for having been 
given another opportunity to lean all the things you found 
difficult or missed. Action replays like this never come again in 
Ie. In later years, a missed opportunity is a missed opportunity. 
But now this repitition will reinforce all that you already know 
leaving your mind free to absorb all that it hadn’t before. 

This month Gokulam brings you many activity filled pages 
on either side of the picture story (page 34 — page 40 and page 
57 — page 64). Do write and tell us if you enjoyed them. 

Wishing you all great success in the new academic year — 


jae 


Editor, 
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ONCE UPON A TIME 





THE BISCUIT TREE 


ree upon a time, there ved 
‘a family of crows on a tree. 
They were a very noisy family, 
always up to some fun and frolic 
Besides Papa Crow and Mama 
Crow thére were sixteen little baby 
crows in the family. 

Fifteen of the little crows were 
very neat and tidy, But the littlest 
of them all? Oh no! The littlest 
one was always ina mess, His 
feathers pointed out in every direc: 
tion and bits of leaves and pollen 
stuck to his wings. He would never 
preen himself with his bil. Oh, he 
was such a messy litle crow! 

“What are you doing, you messy 
child?” asked Mama Crow one 
day. Her youngest son was sitting 


on the branch eating a biscult he 
had found lying in the corridor of 
the school building. And what a 
mess he was making! The crumbs 
were falling off the branch and 
blowing about all over the place! 

The Iittle crow looked up at his 
mother, wtth his bright, beady black 
eyes. "| am eating the biscult I 
found mother!” he sald, 

“But child, crows do not eat 
biscuits!” scolded Mama Crow. 
“Biscutts are bad for you. You are 
a crow and you must eat what 
other crows eat! But if you must 
eat biscutts, learn to eat them with- 
out making a mess. Just look 
down, andseehow you've scatter 
ed crumbs on the gound. Before 





long I'm sure there will be biscutt All the children from the nearby 
trees growing everywhere!” village heard about the tree and 
‘And do you know? In a few flocked to the spot, to eat the 
weeks time a little plant began to delicious biscuits. 
grow where the crumbs had fallen But the crow family didn't like 
and it grew, and it grew, and it noisy children. So they had to: 
grew! What do you think of that? move away to a quieter spot. 
‘Soon, pretty buds were seen on _ “Its a good thing,” said Mama 
the plant, and wher the buds burst. Crow, “Biscuits are all right for 
into flowers the crows realized that children. But little crows shouldn't 


the flowers were biscults! 


eat them!” 


OAREDEVIL DIBBU 


Orie wren atime there ved 8 
ttle boy named Dibbu. He had 
a little kitten called Silky. 





Sttky ltked to sit in the window she sprang! She leapt 
7 — 


through the open window. Every’ 
now and then she peeped up at 
them cautiously and then suddenly 
off the 








seat, She always started to purr 
‘when she saw Dibbu coming. She 
usually jumped up and rubbed her 
head against his legs. Silky and 
Dibbu were good friends and they 
loved each other very much. 


‘One day, Silky was at her usual 
perch, The sun was shining and she 
could hear the birds singing sweetly 
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‘window grill and raced up the tree 


“ina trice. 


Poor Silky! Of course she didn't 

catch any birds! All the birds flew 

off jeering loudly at her, “Silky, 

Silky!” they chirped. “Did you 

really think you could catch us so 
bey 


Silky felt so foolish! Not just 
because she hadn't caught any 
birds but because now that she was 
upin the tree she didn't dare come 
down! She just sat there feeling 


dizzy and scared, wailing and mia- 
‘owing for all she was worth! 


Little Dibbu heard Silky’s wails. 
Dibbu was such a daredevil. He 
liked to do everything himself even 
things better left to grown ups! 
Now as he heard Dibbu's pathetic 
miaows he decided to climb up the 
tree and rescue her all byhimself! 
““m coming Silky!” he crted. 
“Il get you down in a minute!” 
Dibbu started to climb the tree. 
dust as he came within reach of 


Silky he lost his foot-hold and slip 
ped down a little, and would have, 
fallen right off if he hadn't got his. 
hand to anearby branch. And how 
Dibbu yelled and howled! 

Luckily for Dibbu,his father was 
home and heard his yells. His 
father soon brought a ladder, res- 
cued Silky and Dibbu and brought 
them down, 

Dibbu made up his mind never 
to be a daredevil again and Silky 
decided to leave birds alone in 
future. 


FLY IN THE MILK 


Oe uPona time there lived a 
fly in a kitchen. He was a 
happy fellow and played with the 
little specks of dust that floated in 
the sunlight. No fly enjoyed himself 
more that this litte fly. 


Now and then the fly had to rest 
for awhile. He was tired and 
hungry, He zoomed into the dining 
room and what a feast there was on 
the dining table! He sat down on 
the table to eat all the delicious 
things, A thick slice of bread with 


‘mixed fruit jam and a dot of butter 
— umm delicious! 

Every few minutes the fly came 
back to the table to eat his fill, 
tasting all the things he liked best. 
‘Then he grew thirsty. He thought 
he'd take a nice long sip of milk 
which stood beside the other 

dies. 

The silly fly flew up to the rim of 
the glass of mitk and leaned down. 
to take a sip, and his feet slipped, 
and he fell down into the milk. After 
all he was only litte fellow. For 




















him the glass of milkwasasbigasa 
well and as deep, and he just 
couldn't get out. What could he 
do? Would he drown? 


Luckily he had a good idea! He face. 


remembered his mother telling 
him that milk when churned be- 
‘comes butter. And anyway he had 
to try and swim for he didn’t want 
to drown. So he began to trample 
the creamy milk with all his feet. 
He struggled hard over and over 
again trying to reach the side of the 
smooth glass. 

It seemed as if a storm had hit 


the glass. There were waves in the 
milk which was being slowly chum- 
‘ed by the flys efforts, and slowly, 
very slowly, butter rose to the sur- 


Of course it took a long time;but 
finally the butter was so stiff that 
the fly walked over it, across and 
out of the glass. 

Was he scared?Nothe!He calm- 
ly cleaned himself and dried his 
‘wings and in no time at all he was 
back in the kitchen playing with 
the dust specks in the sunlight as if 
nothing at all had happened, 





JR emuatteades of Glalam mast 
have read about Muthuswami 
Dikshitar and Thyagaraja two great 
composers of Carnatic music. The 
third of the Carnatic musical trinity, 
Si Shyama Sastrl was born on the 
26th of April, 1762,under the Kr 
thika star in the home town of 
Carnatic Music—Tiruvarur, He was 
named, Venkatasubramania Sarma 
for Lord Muruga because of his 
birth star, but was always called 
Shyamakrishnan at home, 

Young Shyamakrishnan started 
learning music from his uncle at an 
early age. He was also taught 


Sanskrit and Telugu, When he | 


TA 


Sh 
SASER 


reached the age of eighteen his 
family moved from thelr native 
place to Tanjavur where his inte- 
rest in music grew, 


On: great scholar named 
Sangitha Swami visited Tanja 
var. In those days visiting scholars 
were welcomed by the local people 
who thought it their privilege to 
feed and revere them. Shyama 
krishnan's father invited Sangitha 
‘Swami to his home for a meal. 
This was a turning point in the life 


AY 





of Shyamakrishnan. Impressed 
by the boy's keen understanding, 
.Sangitha Swami taught him some 
rare principles which govern tala 
and raga in Carnatic music, Before 
he left, the scholar also gave him 
some rare books on musical theory 
and advised him to listen frequent 
ly to the music of Pachimiriam 
Adiappayya.  Shyamakrishnan 
eaestly followed this advice. Not 
Jong after, Adiappayya grew fond 
of young Shyamakrishnan and 
called him ‘“Kamakshi,” for he 
fancied that the boy was an incar- 
nation of the Goddess herself. 


Gvamabsishnan had an attrac: 
tive face, and a luminous pre- 
sence. He always wore diamond 
ear rings, a rudrakshamala round 
his neck, and a large ted kumkum 
tilak on his forehead. He instantly 
commanded everyone's respect. 
Shyamakrishnan was soon re- 
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cognized asa famous musician. In 
his lifetime, he composed around 
three hundred songs, In different 
languages — Sanskrit, Telugu and 
Tamil. The lyrics of these songs 
were complex. Experts say that his. 
songs convey the very essence of a 
raga. He composed songs In rare 
ragas like Manchi, Chintamani and 
Kalagada, One of his most beauti- 
tul compositions is the Navaratna- 
matika, which he composed before 
the Goddess at the Meenakshi 
temple in Madurai. 

Besides being a musician 
Shyama Sastri was a scholar, well 
versed in mathematics, astrology 
and the mantrasastras. His diagra: 
matic explanattons of some aspects 
of rhythm in Carnatic music are 
invaluable even today. 





nv his daily life, he was a simple 

man, He was deeply religious 
and had the special anugraha 
(blessings) of Goddess Bangaru 
Kamaksh! of Tanjavur, for he was 
her devoted Bhakta. 

‘The story goes that the Goddess 
‘would often eat with him and ask 
him to play the veena and sing for 
her; occasionally he would even 
tell her : “Iam tired now. lit stng 
to you later!” 

‘This great musician and com- 
poser passed away on the 6th of 
February 1827, but his great com- 
positions have proved immortat as 
they are sung and revered even 
today, more than a hundred and 
sixty years later. 


LAKSHMI VENKATRAMAN 


DID YOU KNOW? 


* The Prairie dogs of the North * The potter wasp isa cunning in- 
American plains are called dogs. vertebrate. The mother wasp 
because of theirbark but actually catches and paralyses caterpillars 
they are more closely related to and puts them into her clay pot 
squirrels. They live in little towns nest. When she has filled it well, 
under the ground that are made she lays an egg into it. So, when 


up of hundreds of kilometres of the lite wasp grub hatches, its 
tunnels, And, very ke us humans {god is ready to eat. 


they have their own different , 

disfets which they guard fiercely, The only naturally blue food is 
Prairie dogs from other districts __ the Irish bilberry. 

are not allowed to come near, * The Ant-Lion larva is not only 
unchallenged. At the entrance fierce but also very clever. When. 
to the burrow sits a watch dog it is hungryit digs a trap in sandy 
who scans the plains for signs of soil and waits with its jaws wide 
astranger. Ifa stranger is spied —_ open, at the bottom of the trap. 
the whole family of prairie dogs Then, when a poor unsuspec- 
get together and chase the intru- ting insect approaches the edge 
der away. But if a stranger is of the trap the Ant-Lion throws 
recognized 10 be @ mer perce sand at itand the insect tumbles 
cccasion and he fs greet tiie wah in, right into its waiting jaws. 
affection. * Seals sleep for intervals of only 
One of the rarest deer species _ one anda half minutes. 

in the worl, is called the Sangai, * One of the very few trees that 
or brow-antlered deer. Found can withstand and grow in, salt 
only in Manipur, there are barely water is the mangrove. 

around twenty-five deer left alive. * Some oysters in Jamaica live 
The Sangai have no natural Gn trees 
enemies like leopards oF voles + What you see asa rinbow sin 
theirsurdval,forhe hunts them  f@ct 2 "ain ring, I you were to 
with dogs and disturbs their 9° UP as fea ieie out ud 
sal seecipy eae see a rainbow as a complete 
Elephants eat nest to hundred circle. 

kilograms of plant matter every. 5 
day ane the tesson why Gia) Eighty perent of the earth's 
keep moving is to allow their nimals nsects. 

feeding grounds to re-grow. ‘Compiled by C. Madhukumar 


e shadows of evening gather 
fed fast and soon it was dark. 
There was complete silence all 
around except the bubbling of 
water from the river resounding in 
the hills 
Anarrowroad ran along the side 
of a hill. Sher Shah Suri, hiding 


behind the trunk of a big tree, was 
guarding the road. He had been 
informed that the Mughal inf 


was camping in the forest beyond 
the river. He knew that one of his 
lieutenants Ghiyasuddin had be: 
trayed him and was conspiringwith 
the Mughals. Ghiyasuddin was 
expected to pass this way. So Sher 
Shah was lying in wait for him. 
Sher Shah's guards were standing 
alert at a little distance from the 
hil. 

All of a sudden Sher Shah look: 
ed to the east. Someone was 





moving quickly towards the bank — Just as she was about to jump 
of the river. into the fast-flowing river, Sher 

Sher Shah drew his sword. He Shah left his hiding place, rushed 
was sure it was Ghiyasuddin. He towards the woman and caught 
made up his mind to kill him on hold of her arm. The woman 
thebankof theriver,and throw the shivered with fear, and stood silent 
body into the flowing water. as she unknowwingly gazed upon 

Gradually, the sound of foot- the face of Sher Shah. 
steps could be heard clearly and “What made you think of sui- 
Sher Shah realised that they didn’t cide?” asked Sher Shah in a stern 
belong to aman. He peered cauti- voice. The woman could not 
‘ously and saw a woman walking answer, for she was choked with 
down the road towards the river. emotion. 

Sher Shah heard the woman Seeing her distress, Sher Shah 
pray aloud, “Oh, God! Pardon me consoled her. “Do not fear, my 
for this cowardly act of taking my daughter! Tell me all your troubles. 
‘own life. Iam helpless as haven't I can help you," he said. 
the strength to bear the insult inflic- “You cannot help me, sir!" said 
ted upon me.” the woman with tears in her eyes. 

“Unless you have the courage to 
face the fury of Sher Shah!” 

Sher Shah looked at the 

#4 woman. He was amazed, “Whatis 
the matter?” he asked. 

Still shivering from fear, the 
woman, replied, “The eldest son 
of Sher Shah has insulted me! 
How can | complain about the 
prince?” 

“Ladvise you to report the matter 
to Sher Shah! If a king cannot be 
just, he has no right to rule over 
this land!” said Sher Shah to the 
woman as he smiled secretly to 
himself. “Come along. | will take 
you to Sher Shah myself! He will 
hear your case.” 

The woman stared blankly at 
him fora momentand then follow- 
ed him. After accompanying her 
some distance, Sher Shah asked 
her to wait, and hurried back to his 
soldiers to instruct them to guard 


























the road as Ghiyasuddin was still 
expected, He then went back to 
the woman and took her to the 
city. 

Still in the disquise of a soldier, 
Sher Shah persuaded the woman's 
husband, a carpenter by profes 
sion, to lodge a complaint against 
the prince with Sher Shah, 


T he next day, the woman went 
to the the court of Sher Shah 
with her husband. Shedid not find 
the helpful soldier there. However, 
she mustered up her courage and 
stepped before Sher Shah, softly 
muttering “Sire....."” 

Sher Shah looked at her sympa- 
thetically and said, "Speak up, 
good woman! What is your grle- 
vance?” 

‘As soon as the woman heard 
the king speak she was terrified, 
She immediately recognised the 
voice of the soldier who had help: 
ed her the previous day! For a 
moment, she stood like a statue. 
Then, remembering the soldier's 
words she said, “Sire, | have a 
complaint against Prince Adil 
Khan.” 

‘There was a flutter in the court. 
Someone was even heard to re- 
mark “Why, she seems to be mad.” 

‘Sher Shah looked at the cour- 
tiers with piercing eyes and said In 
a thundering voice, “Be silent! Let 
her speak.” Then, in soft tones, he 
said,"Yes, continue, my daughter! 
‘What is the complaint?” 

The woman looked accusingly 
at the prince, and told the court 
how the prince and his friends had 


w 





and kicked her aside when she 
crossed their path to save a child 
playing on the road from being 
trampled 

“Have you anything to say in 
your own defence?” Sher Shah 
asked the prince. 

The prince dropped his head. 
“Sire. | confess my guilt and beg 
your pardon,” he said. 

“This woman has come to me 
for justice, not for pardon!” thun- 
dered Sher Shah. He then tumed 
to the judge. “What is the punish- 
ment forthis crime?” he enquired. 

The Judge falterd, “My lord! It is 
a trifling crime. The woman must 
be wamed to be careful on the 








road in future, and: given some 
money!” 

Sher Shah looked scornfully at 
the judge. “You are afrald to 
punish the prince!” he said. Then 
he tumed tothe court. “The prince 
shall be kicked off the road just as. 
this poor lady was!" he said. 

“But...but.... sir... the prince 
belongs to the royal family...” stam- 
mered the judge. 

Sher Shah interrupted him. 
“Men are equal in the eyes of the 
Jaw. God is just, and so the king 
should be, for he rules on God's 
behalf. Itis his duty to shoulder the 
responsibility entrusted to him. No. 
subject is beyond the justice of 
Sher Shah, whatever his status, 








power or wealth!” With these 
words Sher Shah got up to leave. 

“Oh king!” cried the woman, “I 
pardon the prince, for justice has 
been done. There is no need to 
punish him.” After the woman’s 
repeated pleas, Sher Shah agreed 
not to punish his son. 

“Then the woman looked at the 
prince. “I pardon you. But if you 
wish to be a great king like your 
father, you must learn to treat all 
your subjects like your own chil- 
dren,” she sald. 

The princewasashamed. “Sister, 
you have saved my prestige. Now, 
I shall be the protector of your 
honour for the rest of my life,” he 
said. 
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e is probably the fi 
CAmedia star of the twer 
tiiry, He was born five| 
ago as a character In a cor 
Now this herolc figure, who can 
overtake a bullet, outrun a train, 
and wonder of wonders, fiy, has 
become the idol not only of young 
Americans,but of youth all over the 
world, Weall admire and love this 
character who has kept us spell 
bound with his repeated victories 


4 


* Superman attacks 
the wicked! 


fover evil for the last fifty years, His 
name? Superman, of course! 
Superman was the brainchild of 
two Americans 17-year-olds, Jerry 
Siegel and Joe Shuster. He made 
his debut on the cover of Action 
Comics No.1 in June 1938. Gain- 
ing wide popularity almost imme- 
diately, Superman became the first 
costumed hero to have his own 
regular comic book title. The 
stories always revolved around 





three fantasy themes;a visitor from 
another planet, the superhuman 
powers of the hero, and a dual 


identtty, 
FO" comics Superman easy 
moved into radio shows. Radio. 
drama helped to develop Super- 
man's character. In our harsh and 
sometimes unfair world, Super- 
man upheld the truth and fought 
for justice, He also began to be 
seén as a champion of the weak 
and helpless. 
‘Those of us familiar with Super- 
man,are also familiar with krypto- 


ey Aad 


















nite, a deadly fragment of Super- 
man’s home planet Krypton. It is 
the only thing which poses a threat 
tohis powers, What many of us do 
not know is how Kryptonite was 
worked into the theme! 

Funnily enough, it was intro- 
duced when the actor who spoke 
the part of Superman on the radio 
show, wanted to go on a vacation! 
The writers of the show had to 
come up with a way to keep the 
show going without its star! So 
they dreamed up an idea where 
Superman would be exposed to 
kryptonite, thus falling sick, ‘This 


i 
} 
i 
| 
: 





concept was picked up and expan: 
ded in the comic books and anima- 
ted cartoons. 

Superman became a vital part 
of American folk lore. Visually too 
he endeared himself because of 
his blue and red costume — the 
colours of the USS. flag! This gave 
him a patriotic look, and has served 
to increase his already large fan- 
following. 


ast year the Smithsonian Inst 
ition’s National Museum of 


development of the Superman 
myth over the years and explained 
his relevance to society. The exhi- 
bits included old comic books, 
props used in the television serial, 
and souvenirs from the films on 
Superman. 

Pethaps some of you have seen 
the Superman films. Four of them 
were made and each wasa roaring 


16 


ein Atlanta and 
16, 1949, as a result of her inne 


~ § Viswanatha 








success, and has had world wide 
appeal. After all who can resist a 
hero, who will do his utmost to see 
that good prevails! 

‘Actor Christopher Reeve who 
plays Superman in the films has 
this to say."“Superman represents 
the basic values we all admire. 
Despite his superhuman powers 
he is not a show-off, He displays 
true decency of character, and an 
‘optimistic approach to life, as he 
goes about folling criminals and 
their evil deeds.” 


‘Superman! Fifty-one years 
, and yet as 


many people question the violence 
in his world, no one can fault his 
message which is — “Do what is 
right whatever the odds!” I love 
Superman! Don't you? 

Compiled by 

‘Akhila Ramnarayan, 
aged 15 


ACh 


Heart 
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intu was very proud of himself 
No one could throw a stone 
further than he could, and his aim sharply that it yowled and cried 
was remarkable. He could hit a outin pain, 
dog even from a distance, and so Pintu’s feats with the catapult 





were amazing. He rarely missed 
the bird or squirrel at which he 
aimed, and could hurt it badly even 
though it was high uy 

His friends thot 
was very brave as they wat 
him tie a firework to a donkey's 
tail and set it alight. How they 
laughed - Lod ial creature 
run amuck wit it! 

‘Oh, yes! Pintu was quitd a hero 
among his. and they encour- 
aged him in all his cruel endeavours. 

Pintu's mother often wamed him 
to be kind and caring towards ani- 
mals, but he: brushed aside her 
words ). “After all mummy 
doesn't know the thrill of getting a 
bird or squirrel. She doesn't know 
that its fun!” thought Pintu. “My 
friends admire me because I'm 
such a brave hunter!” 


t that Pintu 





Oz day, Pintu’s uncle gave him 
/an air gun. Pintu was delighted 
with it. He could really shoot now 
with the hard plastic pellets which 
came with the gun. He could even 


itched shoot down birds in flight now! 


Pintu's mother guessed that he 
was upto no good. She wamed 
him once again. “All the little 
creatures in our garden are God's 
creatures, Pintu! Do not harm 
them” she pleaded. But Rintu 
who was busy reloading his gun 
did not pay any attention to his 
mother’s words. 

Pintu yan out into the garden 
where his friends sat on the lawn 
waiting for him. He flung himself 
down beside them. 


None of them noticed an old 


tied in a bun. Two of her front 
teeth were gone but her bright, 
black eyes snapped with anger as 
she heard their conversation, 

One of the friends, spotted a 
parrot on a tree nearby, “Come 
‘on, Pintu!” he goaded. “Let's see 
you hit that bird!” 

Pintu jumped up at once ready 
to face the challenge and bent 
down to pick up his air gun. 

Alll at once, the old woman be: 
gan to sing 


He bends to pick up his gun, 
‘To kill an innocent one 

So bent he will have to nay 
‘Unel he epents, one day! 


From that moment, Pintu could 
not stand up. Try as he might to 
stand straight he couldn't. All his 





friends were shocked and quickly 
ran away to their homes, No one 
wished to help him now that he 
was bent. The old woman too 
had disappeared. 

Pintu was miserable, Tears fell 
from his eyes, What could he do 
now? He did not dare go home 
and tell his mother what had hap: 
pened. 

Poor Pintu! Holding on to his 
gun for support, he walked out of 
the gate and walked on and on. 
His whole body hurt and his back 
ached with bending over, yet he 
walked on and on. 


Hees! bya small house. A 
young girl stood outside feeding 
a large black cat. He did not stop 
there, but walked on. 

He went a little further and 
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outside a small hut he saw a little 
boy playing with four little brown 
puppies, The pups were snuggling, 
up to the boy and the boy was 
rolling on the ground laughing at 
their antics as he tickled them, 
They looked so happy. 

Pintu’s eyes filled with tears of 
shame at the sight. He thought of 
his own cruel behaviour, No puppy 
had ever snuggled up to him! 
Puppies usually ran away when 
they saw him coming! Hungry 
and tired he walked on 


Oo a tree by the road, Pintu 
noticed a mynah's nest, He 
could hear the baby mynahs 
chirping sweetly, “Their mother 
must have gone to catch food,” 
he thought. He peered upwards 
the best he could for he was stil 
bent. He saw a little mynah hop 
ut ofits nest, onto the tree branch 
tunsteadily, trying to fly, But the 
miynah was only a baby. It landed 


Minu : Friday comes before Thurs- 
day! 

Hari : No! How can it? 

Minu : It does in the dictionary! 


— K. Muralidar, 





‘on the ground beside the bent 
Pintu, a sorrowful bundle of fluffy 
feathers. 

For the first time in his young 
life, a feeling of love touched Pintu’s 
heart, He wanted to help the litle 
bird ¥ 

“will put the mynah back in its 
nest with the others,” thought 
Pintu. “After all { can climb trees 
rather wel!” 

Pintu scooped up the mynah in 
his hands, wondering at its warmth 
and softness, and suddenly he 
could stand straight! He couldn't 
believe his luck. He looked up 
and saw the old woman smiling at 
him, She sang another little song: 


Do what i right — 
With all your might! 
‘Then you will shine, 
With God's own ight, 





Pintu understood the old 
woman's song, He quickly climbed 
up the tree, using one hand to 
hold the baby mynah and one hand 
to pull himself up. Within minutes 
he had placed the mynah in the 
nest with the other nestlings, and 
jumped down to the ground. 

Pintu fell to his knees and said 
2 short prayer for the mynahs, while 
the old woman smiled at him, He 
then picked up his gun and flung, 
it as far as he could — and that 
was very far indeed, 

He bid the old woman a silent 
farewell and turned to walk home 
His heart was filled with sunshine 
‘and he knew that he could never 
bbe unkind to animals again. 



































Uncle singly is on a trip around the world, but he 
has mixed up all his money, and isn't sure to which 
country each currency belongs. Now in Japan he has 
to sort it out. Can you help him? 

. Iraq 

, Ireland 

, Denmark 

. Mexico 

. Netherland 

. Sweden 

. Spain 

. Burma 


» Guilder 
Peso 
Dinar 
Krona 
Peseta 
Kyat 
Krone 
Pound. 


ROB UOR> 





“Answers on page 28 









A\llthe qualities of a friend she had, 
Nothing about her was bad, 

When I think of her | feel sad, 

My good friend who went away. 

Her gentle voice was so sweet, 

To hear it was always a treat! 

Her lovely smile turned heads in the street, 
‘Such a friend is difficult to find. 

‘She was popular and liked by all, 

She always spoke with a funny drawl, 

I will always remember her, she was tall, 
Tam proud to have called her friend. 


B. Priya, aged 12 








PrweCon” At home if you 
‘ever hear me scream these 
words, it doesn't mean that I'm 
thirsty and dying for the much 
talked about soft drink. {'m most 
probably calling my dachshund, for 
his name is Pepsi-Cola! 
Pepsi-Cola is a jet black dog. | 
can really look down on him, for 
he is very close to the ground, 
‘with a long rounded body,on short 
legs. When we bought him the 
man at the pet shop said that he 
was a pedigree dog of German 
origin. The man also said that 
dachshunds are an intelligent breed, 
but so far | have never dared to try 
any LQ. tests on Pepsi-Cola! 
Every morning, when | leave for 
school, Pepsi-Cola watches me go 
from the sitout in front of our 
house, and howls as though it is 
the end of the world. When he 
sees me back from school, he leaps 
and jumps and shows his delight. 





This delight lasts only for a few 
seconds and then his whole atten- 
tion is diverted towards my lunch 
bag! 

‘Whenever I take Pepsi-Cola for 
walk, all the children in our neigh 
bourhood follow us everywhere, 
until I feel like the Pied Piper of 
Hamelin! And whenever he is 
‘caught red-handed in some mis- 
chief, and is about to be punished, 
he will just roll on to his back, all 
four pauss up in the air and demand 
a tickle on his stomach, When he 
hasn't been seen around for a 
while, he will probably be trying to 
digest my mother’s neatly arranged 
collection of Reader's Digests! 

Tlove my Pepsi-Cola so much 
that whenever my mother talks 
about the short life span of a pet, 
T wish he would live for ever. 





AN EXCITING 
SUMMER 


‘ohan and Mallika sat on the 

grassy verge of the Kodaikanal 

lake drinking in inthe tranquil beauty 
of their surroundings. 

‘The surface of the lake was still 

and the hills, trees and shrubs 

nearby were reflected in it. Occa- 


sionally a boat passed by, its oars 
gently dipping into the still water, 
leaving tiny white ripples in its wake, 
Mohan and Mallika were enjoy: 
ing their holidays, They had been 


in Kodaikanal, for nearly four weeks 
now, They were staying with their 
aunt and uncle. 

“Mohan! We've had such a mar- 
vellous time in Kodaikanal. ! was 
just thinking how disappointed we 
were at first that we were the only 
children who couldn't go on a holi- 
day!” said Mallika. 

“Yes! The last day of school 
seems a long time ago,” said 
Mohan, remembering... 





oO; the last day of school before 
the summer holidays began, the 
boys and girls were excitedly discus: 
sing their plans as they shared 


sweets. 
“Tm determined not to lose even 
a single minuté of precious holiday 
time.” said Aparna. “My parents 
and | are leaving for Simla tonight.” 
“s that where you are going? 
We have a holiday cottage in Kulu 


We're going there for a month,” 
remarked Rahul. 

Each child named the place 
where he or she was going for the 
summer holidays. Only Mohan 
was silent, He looked glum. 

“Why Mohan! What about you?” 
asked Ramesh, “Where are you 
going this year?” 

“Lm not going anywhere,” sighed 
Mohan, "We had gone to attend 











mummy's brother's wedding only 
a few months ago. So we will not 
be able to make another trip.” 
“What a shame!” said Rahul, 
The other children sympathised 
as well, “Well, we'll all write to 


you!” they promised 

























M Sranusalied back home from 
school with his young sister 
Mallika, He was stil feeling a bit 
depressed, But Mallika chattered 
happily about the various things 
she planned to do. Her cheerful 
attitude proved to be infectious, 


{for Mohan felt his spirits lifting.’ 


‘He decided that he would do all 
S the things he had neglected for 


two months! 

For instance, there was so much 
reading to be done, He decided 
that he would make out a time: 
table and set aside at least two 
hours every day for study. ‘Then, 
his mother would need odd jobs 
to be done around the house, and 
hadn't Mallika been asking him to 
help with her little garden, Mohan 
decided to tend a vegetable patch 
for his mother. And then there 
were the indoor games he had 
received as a present for his birth 
day,"Goodness!" he thought, with 
surprise, "There's so much to do, 
Thope ! finish by the time school 
starts again!” 

The children’s mother was wait: 
ing for them, She was relieved to 
note that both the children were 
looking happy. For, she had been 
worried in case they were upset 
because they couldn't go away for 
a holiday. 


M ‘ohan's days were planned well 
in advance. He would draw 


' up a list of things to do and was. 


astonished to note how quickly 
time passed each day. Buthe did 
sometimes wish that something 
would happen. 

“The others are lucky! !'m sure 
they must be having a grand time,” 
he thought ashe ead Rahul's pos 
cai 


L2terthat ay, Mohan asked is 
‘mother if he could go to the 
post office as he wanted to buy a 
postcard to reply to Rahul. Mallika 
went with him. 

“The post office, which was situa~ 


ted in a quiet lane, was somewhat 





crowded, Mohan stood 

queue and watched as the people 
bought postal articles or made 
deposits of money, Mallika deci: 
ded to wait outside as she felt 


red. 
“The post-office savil 
is certainly popula 
thought. ‘“} must also open an 
account 

Before his turn came, there was 
a sudden noise at the door, A 
burly man who had a kerchief tied 
across his face, stepped in 

“Everyone stand against the wall 
and keep quiet!" he said menacing: 

). Then he went to the counter. 

ight! Empty all the deposits as 
well as the cash box. Be quick 
about it!” he rapped out’ 

Everyone looked scared. An 
idea struck Mohan, He stepped 
forward and said boldly, “This is 
my first day at work, but ! know 
my way about, I'll take you to the 
room where the money is kept.” 

The man followed Mohan and 
entered the small room he was 
shown, Mohan waited until the 
man went in and slammed the 
door and bolted it. 

“The post master, who had watch: 
ed this in silence, quickly came 
forward with a large lock, The 
door was properly secured. 

‘All the people surrounded 
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Mohan and patted him on the 
back, praising his quick thinking 
The postmaster telephoned the 
police. 

“You have done a grand job!” 
praised the police officer who came 
immediately with a couple of police- 
men. “Many people have their 
savings accounts here. The man 
obviously knew that they would 
be depositing money today! You 
foiled an attempt to rob honest 


people!” 

1e police officer insisted on 
taking Mohan and Mallika home 
in his police jeep. Their parents 
‘were very proud when they heard 
the story, 


“Well, Mohan and Mallika!” said 
their father after the police had 
left” “We have a surprise for the 
good, well-behaved children who 
did not complain even once, when 
they had to stay home this sum- 
mer.” He smiled and continued. 
“Your mummy's brother wants you 
both to spend the holidays with 
him and his wife in Kodaikanal 
where he has rented a cottage! 
Isn't that wonderful.....?” 


‘wil we will have to go home 
day after tomorrow, School 
reopens soon!" sighed Mallika. 

“But just think Mallika!” said 
Mohan excitedly. “We can tell 
Ramesh, Rahul and the others that 
we too went on a holiday! Won't 
that be fun too? Besides I've 
missed all our friends in school. 
Tl be glad to go back and that too 
toa higher class!” 

“Yes, Mohan!" said Mallika. 
“You're right! I'll be glad to go 
back to school as well!” 
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or the creatures of the jungle 
fgathered together to hold a 
meeting, to protest against the 
cruelty of man. The conference 
‘opened with the following words: 

“From time immemorial, we 
have silently tolerated man's cruelty, 
He has imprisoned us in z00s, 
amused himself by hunting us and 
fed on our flesh. But worst of all 
he uses our names in order to 
abuse his fellow men, We hope 
that the far-reaching news of this 
meeting, will serve to register our 





protest against this slanderous, 
practice.” 

“People with long faces are call- 
ed horsy by men!” began the horse. 
“T don't like it!” 

“Why that’s nothing, at least your 
face is long,” hissed the snake, “It 
is much worse for me because they 
call a traitor, a snake!” 

“Mindless people who imitate 
others are called apes," complained 
the monkey. “And they say that 
thick-skinned, Insensitive people 
have thino hides,” said the rhino- 


ceros. “I'm really quite sensitive, 
you know! So its quite untrue!” 

So the donkey, the fox, the tiger, 
the vulture, the crocodile and many 
other animals, reptiles and birds 
registered their disapproval of 
man's abusive expressions. 

‘Then the dove spoke up in her 
gentle cooing voice: “I understand 
that many of you must be hurt, 
‘but we must look at the other side 
of the coin. In the eyes of man I 
am a symbol of love. The lion is 


considered noble and the owl is 
spoken of as wise, We mustn't 
think only of the.men who hunt 
and imprison us, but also of the 
men who have worked so hard to 
protect us and our environment...” 


Complete silence followed the, 
dove's words. All the animals 
thought hard for a minute, and 
then crept away to their homes, 
So the meeting ended with nothing 
decided, 








‘An aircraft engineer from Renton, 
Washington, has come up with a way 
of letting ordinary humans walk on 
water! He has designed a pair of 
ppontoon-like floats, each equipped 
with 7 inch keels and 8 gihike flops 
that open and close, propeling a person 
{forward with each backword thrust of 
the leg, The floats come uith aluminium 
ppoles that have vented ends shaped 
ke jelly fish, A downward push forces 
air through the vents, moving you 
forward, When you lift the poles from 
the wate, the vents collapse In prepara: 
tion for the next push 











Developed by the German Armed 
Forces University, Munchen, a special 
‘vehicle passed its ‘driving tet’ recent, 
It is a cor which can drive people 
around without a human driver! 

It is what one could describe as a 
‘sighted car’ which is steered by a 
specially developed computer system 
linked with several video cameras. It 
can accelerate or brake at the right 
moment and automatically change 
lanes. It can also reach almost 100 
kilometres per hour on motonsoys, 
What is called o “real time picture 
processing computer” is the brain of 
the steering device, Like a human 
clier, it compares the actual stuation 
‘monitored to those in memory and 
reacts accordingly. No additional 
installations on, or along roads are 
necessary, but the edges of roads have 
to be clearly marked. 





























C ome let's make the best of life 
Let's forget our struggle and strife 

Let’s laugh, let's sing and dance and play 
Forget our troubles for just this day 

Let's climb the hills and mountains high 

Run along the brooks as the day goes by 
Let’s,swim the cool waters till tiredness makes 
Our eyes feel sleepy and try to stay awake 
Come let's make the best of life 

dust for today forget our struggle and strife! 


Vikram lyer, aged 12 





‘Amit What shall we do for 

mummy's, birthday? 
Kaul : Let’s make her a card! 
Amit ; How can we do that? 
Kavi: Il tell you... 


‘You need : 


1. Chart paper 

2. Water colours andathin brush. 

3. A ladies finger cut into two 
‘or more depending on the num- 
ber of colours you use. 


‘To make the card : 
1, Deseed the cut ladies finger 


pieces. 

2. Cut the chart paper into a rect- 
angle and fold it neatly to make 
a card. You cut the card into 


card. 

4. Dip the ladies finger into the 
paint and print on the card in 
any design you like, in as many 
colours as you like. 

You can add leaves and stalks 
to the ladies finger flowers, if 
you like 


” 


Here are two ofthe cards Amitand 
Kavita made! Next time someone 
you know has a birthday you can 
make ladies finger cards too! 
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PUZZLE! MEERA RAMAKRISHNAN ILLUSTRATION KALA 




















“SOLUTION ON PAGE 6; 


Compiled by T. Arul Mani. 





1, Cut the face of the clock given Arrange the digits 1 to 9 in the 
below into six parts of any shape _ given spaces on the circle such 
such that the sum of the num- __ that the sum of the three digits 
bers in each part is the same. on each diameter is fifteen. 

. Itis easy to represent the num- 

ber 30 using three fives:5X5+5. 

But it is more difficult to repre- 

sent it by using three other 

identical digits. You may find 

‘more than one answer if you 

apply yourself. 

3. An aeroplane takes 1 hour and 

20 minutes to fly from A to B. 

It takes only 80 minutes to fly 

back. Can you explain that? 

Answers on page 58 
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Just listen to the twittering, 
Wake up child! Don't sleep! 
Listen to the songs and chirping, 
Of the birds that thro’ your window peep, 
The sun shines bright and clear, 

Its time to rise and go to school. 

Come! Spring to your feet like a deer, 
Its time you are off to school! 

School is the place which bequeaths knowledge, 
Enter proudly ; take your pledge ; 

To serve your country as best you carr; 

And never to be selfish ; never to be vain. 

Be proud of your school, child, 

Itmakes you what you are! 

It teaches you right from wrong, 

To be wise, and bloom as a flower. 

Going to school is an experience, 

That you can't afford to miss ; 

For in later life, those precious months 

Will not return even if you wish! 








MS. Brinda, aged 13 
9 





WORLD'S BIGGEST 
BICYCLE 











Built by coach builder Dieter 
Senit from Koelphin, this bicycle 
is 6.25 metres long, The saddle is 
situated at a height of 2.80 metres 
and can be reached only by climb: 
ing a special staircase! 

The cyclist needs tremendous 
strength to ride the bicycle, to put 
it into motion and keep balance 
for it weighs about 200 kilos. 

Dieter Senft has already made 
it to the Guiness Book of World 
Records with his mini-tridem which 
was 85.5 centimetres long 

The Olympic champion Olaf 
Ludwig has ridden this giant bike! 


Compiled by 
S. Goyathri, aged 16 
Courtesy : GDR Report. 





T he God of rain, 
Is coming again — 
Dressed up ina black cloth | 
He has brought his friends | 
Lightning and Thunder 
Proud buildings fall 

Though they are very tall. 
The children play in the rain 
The God of rain, 

Is coming again — 


Padmini Vedanthachar, aged 10 








‘The asuras helped the devas 
to churn’the ocean of 










THE 








You cannot torment us any ion 
for we are invincible! 


| THREE oe oan 


STORY : ANANOHI 
PICTURES : VINU 










Not one drop of 
Amite did any of 
© set! 





| We must avenge this, 
insult, We must quell 





~The asuras used deadly | { Other terrible spectres: 
‘magical illusions in their || appeared. 
fierce attack 






Oh, we are all exhausted with 
running! How can we fight 
snakes and spectres? 








The terrible illusions 
have disappeared! 










‘Among the asuras... 






[Our magical powers are nothir 
before Lord Vishnu... 





We will 
face to 





now fight them, 
face! 


‘As the asuras were retreat 
confusion, Sukracharya appt 
the scene, fe 


(Oh Gurudev! The king 


is unconscious.. 











Do not 
Sanjeevini 
revive him! 





ryt | know the 
mantra which will 


corner o 
Pei 





‘Sukracharya used his 
‘mantra to good effect. He 
not only revived the king | 
but also brought many 
dead asuras back to life 


4 ‘Sukracharya 
| “blessed the 
ing 















lay yoube 
Mey one Do not doubt it! 





"The entire asura race: Ney veil 
a ou Guru ing in Indra's 
Ielrvlabted to vou Gi place! You will get your wish, 


dev! Thank you. 


Sukrachanye pecormes PP) | 
the Vawalt Yoon to , 
tenure Mandoatevetony 7 

seer na the Kng of 
Sade 





‘A bow, two quivers, an armour 
‘and two green horses emerged 
from the sacred fire 











‘Sukracharya gave them alt 
to Mahabal.. 


Got into this marvel- 
lous chariot and 
sound your conch! 


Gurudev! With f 


~I 
your bissinas 5 oy ‘a 


Indl Va 
Wave 
en 


‘colestial city and 
sounded his conch 
in challenge. 








I c 
| (~ Gurudev! The defeated 

Mahabali has returned 
[( once more! 











J Now you must go into, 
\ hiding and wait. A 
time will come when 
‘you will be saved. 



















has given 
new power, 
strength! All of you 
were given Amrit 
but your arrogance 
weakened your divine 
powers, 





The devas changed 

their appearance and 
lived in hiding in 

various places. 


In Amaravati, 
Mahabali rejoiced. 













Indra! No one 
can challenge 
my power! 





Sukracharya decided 
to perform a hundred 
‘Aswamedha yagnos: 
for ‘he good of 
Mahabali 



















has been so long since 
| sew them, 





| — 

Sometimes we cannot understand 

the deeds of God. Pray to Lord 
ishnu and serve him welll 








Mother! Your prayers will not 
be in vain. | will be born as 
your son, and | will save 
Indra and protect the devas! 







Aditi's days were spent 
in prayer and 
fasting... 





















‘Raon was born to Aditi and she The boy who was Indra’s brother 
brought him up lovingly ‘was named Upendran. When he was. 

five years old, Sage Kashyap went 
to Brihaspati 






Come, 
my darling! 





The child Upendran is 
@ Vamana*, The time 
some to invest him 
with the sacred thread 
and teach him the 
Gayatri 





Bhoomi devi, the Goddess of the 
th gave Upendran a deer skin, 
So the sacred thread ceremony ‘and Chandra, the God of the moon 
was held gave him the holy rod. 


+ Dwar 


Mother. give me sims!” said 


who was an 
mf Vann heel 





{Young brahrins always ot 6 
‘what they had recei 
because it taught them 


‘With these alms | give you my 
blessings! You will win 











A String of rosary beads 





the guru of the 
Fy powerful man. 
nt times the asuras have 


Even though Aditi and Sage 
Kashyap knew the circumstances 
‘which had Jed to their gon’s 
birth, they were moved to tears, 


10 River 
Narmads in a place 
called Brigu Kusam, 





king! As soon as this 
‘one yagna is complete, 
you will be King of 
Amaravati forever, 
and you will be 
invincible... 





Just then a guard came up.. 





ew He is @ Varner 





‘Oh king! A young brehmin boy has 


‘You can be hospitable when this 
Jes ast yagna is completed 


‘Sukracharya’s suspicions were 
aroused at once. 

















Gurudev! My first duty is towards 
those who seek me and expect 
my aid, 















Oh reverod sitt It is my good 
fortune that you were able to 
attend my yagna. 





Thave attained my 
position as the 
‘emperor of three 
‘worlds with my 
Guru's blessing. 1 
am willing to give 
you whatever you 





























‘Mahabalil | survive on the alms 
| receive! To ask for more 

than | need is comparable to 
stealing... but. 


















Just three feet of 
Do not hesitate to ask 





me for more... will 
definitely give it to 






‘Mahabali! He is one capable of 
rth with one step 
th the next. 

by appearances! 





‘Mahabali! | am 


Gurudev! Ever warning you! He 


what you say is 

| cannot go back on 

my word, A promise 
is a promise! 


You insult your 
‘own Gurul You 
will lose every: 
thing! 





Mahabali accepted Sukracharya’s Then a strange thing happened... 
‘curse calmly, Vamana began to grow.. 


‘Oh Vamanal | give you what 
you ask for... That is 2 
promise! 





YY! 
Lord Vishnu took 

the form of Trive 
rama and grew 


even bigger... f 


A miracle! 





With his second 
step he covered 
the skies. 


Mahabalit 
‘What about 
my third step?, 








‘The asuras who had stood by |Mahabal stopped the asuras... 
stunned until that 


AN Pa 
Je is a magh There is no need for us to go 
him! He is trying to cheat our ‘against Lord Vishnu! Good fortune 
king out of his vast empire! smiles now upon the ds 
Attack! ZB snust wait for fortune to ct 


Oh Lord! Oh Vamanal Take your 
third step! Place your foot on 
my head. 





Mahabali! You have kept your promise 
and upheld the truth. So | will send you 
to the netherworld, which is beneath 
the earth. 












You are'no longer sn asura 
because my foot has touched mesnwhile aie aie 
‘you. You will never face sorrow ‘My Lord! As 
or worry agai. my younger 
brother you 

‘saved and 
protected mel 





Lord Vishnu returned indra to his 
rightful position... 








‘Oh, devast Do not forgetto 
cafry out your duties welll 


hatte oe 
DRA Eset err 









sideways, backwards and 


em. If you can’t find them all 


downwards, 


id. Can you find them all’? You can 
diagonally to find th 


Pawan has hidden twenty parts of the human 


body in this gi 
turn to page 62{or the solution. 


move upwards, 
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Answers to Quiz It! 

‘The total number of all the num 
bers on the clock face is 78. So 
each part should be equal to 78/6 
which is 13. This can help find 
the solution, 


2, 198/296 70/35 = 1 





5. An inattentive reader may not have 
noticed that 1 hour and 20 minutes 
{is exactly the same as 80 minutes. 











© The mammal which lives the longest; as long as 114 years, perhaps 
even more. 











© The largest land animal of North America; it weighs over 2200 
pounds. 





N 
© The largest of all deers; it weighs upto 1400 pounds. 
° 
© The animal which lives the longest; as long as 152 years. 


E 
© The animal which produces the world’s finest fleece; its hairs are 
only one half as coarse as the fibres of the finest sheep's wool. 


u 


@ The four-footed animal which can run the fastest; its speed is over 
70 miles per hour. 


E 
© ‘The largest bird in the world; it weighs over 300 pounds, 
T | 


© The creature most helpful to man; according to agriculturists it 
tums over the soil thus increasing fertility of the land. 


IM 
@ The most intelligent animal in the world; next to man. 


N 
© The longest snake in the world; it measures over 30 feet. 







































































R x 
© The largest animal living today; estimated to 
tons. 
me i 
© The bird 5 the greatest wing spa 
6inches. 
lw 
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Orjusta tn ite bunny 
wish I had a bird in a cage 








See through 


Lo 





ook at a butterfly, You see its 
Liteautiful shape and colours. 
You notice lines and spots on its 
wings. You may even see the fine 
dust that covers the wings, which 
gives them their colour. And you 
see its rounded, shining dark eyes. 

But the butterfly will not see you 
at all unless itis moving or you 
move, For the main thing an animal 


Your: 
ments. All the time, tiny muscles 


other EYES 





= Wild Hone 


are moving them up and down, 
back and forth. 

But the eyes of butterflies and 
other insects do not move in their 
heads. Neither do the eyes of 
frogs, toads and some 


‘olour helps you see things. 

But man and some monkeys 
and apes are the only mammals 
that can see colour. To many 
mammals, like the dog, the world 


looks like a black and white photo. 


Dog s hunt mainly by listening and 





sniffing. They do not need to see help the _ horses to see theit 
colours to hunt. enemies at a distance on either 
Birds see colour. They need to, side. 

because they flyand need to find In cats and foxes, the pupil of 
places to land. Colourhelps them. the eye is long from top to bottom. 
judge distance and shape. Thus These animals need to see more 
they are able to catch bugs in the above and below... a bird in the 
air or to light on branches. bush, a mouse in the grass..... 


he shape of an animal's eyes fits 

* its needs, The pupil, or open. 
thg, of a horse's eye is long from 
side to side. Wild horses usually 
live on flat open land. Their pupils 


* Wild Cup 
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ven more special are the eyes of 
une anablep, a fish that ives at 
the top of the water. Its eyes are 
split in half. The top part sees i 


» Octopus 





* Anablep 
the air. The bottom half sees in 
the water. So the anablep sees 
Aish below and birds above, none 


picture 
‘The eyes of the octopus are so 
‘amazing that they puzzle scientists. 


The octopus is a relative of the 
sightless clam. Yet this boneless 
lump of an animal has eyes almost 
as good as ours. Its eyes see whole 
pictures, in detail and in colour, 
‘Some animals have no eyes at 
all, They have another kind of 
sight. The starfish has spots on 
the end of each arm that help it 
“gee” to pry open clams. Through , 
its skin, the sea urchin “sees” 
shadows — fish, a boat, a starfish. 
It then tums its sharp’ spines to 
wards the shadow in self defence. 


cientists are finding out more 
Sand more about the many ways 
animals see. What we akeady 
finow, in the meanwhile fils us 
with wonder! 


HYDROSE AALUWA 
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Early moming, from my terrace) 
All around it is still, 

Peaceful and calm is everything, 
Every house and every hill. 
No one to disturb the peace, 
Al the world sleeps, 
‘Not even the slightest sound, 
Not even a rat creeps. 

Clear and smokeless, 

Is the air, 

Undisturbed and silent, 

Is it everywhere. 

Then there came a person, 
Then there came another, 
‘The sun rose up, 

And then came a scooter. 
The peace was disturbed, 

A bus rushed away, 

‘The whole town was soon awake. 
‘Then came another busy day. 


R. Janani, aged 12 












hawn and Barrington were 
cousins. Shawn lived in Madras 
and Barrington lived in Calcutta 
Every summer the two of them 
took turns to visit each other. This 
summer it was Barrington's turn 
He travelled to Madras to spend 
some time with Shawn and his 
family, The boys were both thirteen 4 
years old, although Shawn was % 
slightly taller than Barrington 


The hot summer dave slid by 7 
quickly. One aftemoon, the / 
boys were in the drawing room. 
Shawn was lazily flipping through 4 
‘a newspaper, when he noticed that 
‘an old Tarzan film was playing in 
a theatre close by. 

“Hey!” exclaimed Shawn sud 
denly pushing the newspaper aside 
“Let us go and see Tarzan. We 
can even ask my cousin Candy to 
come with us.” 

Barrington looked up from his 
task of polishing his shoes. “Sure! 




















That's a great idea. Candy'll be 
pleased, but she's out isn't she? 
Will she be back on time?” 

“Oh, she's gone to her grand- 
mother’s house. Let's telephone 
her to make sure she’s back on 
time!" Shawn went to the tele- 

and dialed the numbers and 
stood while Barrington con- 
tinued with his task. 

‘As Shawn held the receiver to 
‘his ear, he heard no sound of 
ringing. Instead he heard cross- 
talk. He was about to disconnect 
for he didn’t want to overhear a 
private conversation when a few 
words caught his attention and 
made him stiffen and prick up his 
cars. 

‘Two men were discussing a plan 
to rob a bank that very night. 
‘Who were the men? Which bank 
did they plan to rob? Shawn 
‘decided to listen and find out. 

Closing the mouth piece of the 
telephone so as not to alert the 
robbers, Shawn called to Barring- 
ton with a snap of his fingers and 
gestured silently to him to bring a 
pencil or pen. In the meantime 






2 Do’ you say a a 
Studer ach meal? Ree 
int : No ma,am! My moths 
‘good cook! ei 





— Veda Purushothaman, 


he flicked open the note pad by 
the phone, 

Barrington rushed upto Shawn 
with a ball point and then asked 
‘Shawn what was going on, Shawn 
just motioned to him to keep quiet 
as he listened carefully, and then 
suddenly started writing furiously, 

“3... Iron Man Rd...16-14-2... 





had written on the pad. “What 
ever does it mean?” he asked. 

“[ think it is the full address of 
the bank the thieves are planning 
to rob tonight,” said Shawn, in a 
voice that throbbed with excitement. 

“An address?” asked Barrington 

“Are you sure? It doesn't 
look like an address to me!” 

“Oh, I'm sure it is a coded 
message — a.secret language cri- 
minals use when they don’t want 
other people to understand what 
they are saying. Do you think we 
can crack it?” asked Shawn. 

“Well, let’s try!" said Barrington 
enthusiastically. 

Together the boys bent their 
minds to the message and tried to 
understand it. After few minutes 
silence Shawn drummed his fingers 
‘on the table. 





“Mmm! Iron man... I've heard 
the term somewhere...” he said. 
“Mmm! It does sound familiar,” 


nodded Barrington. 

Suddenly Shawn snapped his 
fingers. ‘I've got it! History class! 
‘Our teacher said that Sardar Valla- 
bhai Patel was called the Iron Man. 
It must be Sardar Patel Road!" he 
exclaimed. 

Bartington'seyes shone, as he 




















Together, the boys concentra- 
ted again, They were having such 
1 fine time they forgot all about 
Candy and the film. ‘Their efforts 
|didn't go in vain, After about two 
hours of wild and improbable gues- 
ses they jumped up and down with 
), for they had decoded the entire 
idress, They quickly cross-check- 
id it in the telephone directory to 
riff there was such an address 
id to their astonishment there 
st 


yy 


wed 


Buse lock struck the 
Errol Baldrey, Shawn's father 
turned home from work. The 
poured out an account of 


police station, where they reported 
all they had heard and done. 

‘Then they handed the Inspector 
ithe paper on which Shawn had 
copied down the coded message. 

“The surprised Inspector looked 
down at the message. After a few 
‘moments, he guessed Sardar Patel 
Road but the rest wasn't so easy. 

“3 is Madras —3, sir,” explained 
Shawn. "That's Park Town! And 
16, 14, and 2 refer to the letters of 
the English Alphabet P, N and B. 
PNB is short for Punjab National 
Bank. We've cross:checked in the 
directory!" 


Tit ight to arents were made 
at the address the boys had 
broupht to the poles. Indeed the 
‘boys had deciphered the code! The 
Inspector called upon them and 
thanked them for their alertness, 
intelligence and prompt action. 








{Tere Thad a Maths test the 
day | was seized by an intense 
desire to write... to grow famous... 
to establish myself in a career... to 
perform "some work of noble 
note....” In fact, if it hadn't been 


for my test | wouldn’t have written 
atall..! 

You see, I had just finished mi 
moming run and there were sil 
forty-five minutes for the 8 o'clock. 
bus to arrive.... Forty-five minutes! 





Long enough for me to bathe, 
dress, and force a few morsels of 
food down my throat! 

Long enough to study too... but 
no, | wasn't going to bury my nose 
between the dog-eared pages of 
my Maths book! Not on a day like 
this.... a day so perfect, so bright, 
so bee-yoortiully warm... a day 
for basking in the sunshine, for 
solving crosswords and brainteasers 
and jigsaw puzzles... a day to listen 
to music... to laze with a good book 
in hand.... a day just to exist... ust 
to.. 

“How many times,” yelled 
‘Amma, an exasperated look on 
her face. “How many times have 
Ttold you to study for your test? If 
you'd work just a bit, you'd do 
well. You are your own worst 
enemy!” 

Idid not reply. What was there 
to say? She was right. | could do 
most things well... if | wanted to... 
even come first in class. If only 
tried... that's the point! 

‘Anyway, even before Amma 
could complete her lecture, the 
clock chimed a quarter past eight, 
and | dashed out of the house, my 
mouth stuffed with toast, my 
bag streaming behind me. | was 
just in time for the bus... At school 
I did miserably in the Maths test! 
‘Or: come on!" cried my friend 

las we walked down the road 
that evening. “Forget the test 
yaar!” 

But how could 1? Amma's fiery, 
stormy speech haunted me every 
now and then: “You are your 
‘own worst enemy!” And Appa’s 
cold voice demanded: “Have you 





ever done something worthwhile, 
girl?” 

My friend desperate with her 
attempts to cheer me up s I: 
“Aha! I've got it! Why don't you 
write an article for the Budding 
Penners Contest?” 

“Why didn't I think of that?” 1 
asked myself, and with the happy 
thought that | was worthwhile at 
last, | began hunting for paper, 
pencil, rubber, ruler, red pen, shar- 


pener.. 
F inally an empty page torn from. 

my Maths notebook served 
to write on, and after another long 
depressing search, | unearthed a 
stub of an eyebrow pencil from 
my sister's vanity case. Writing 
now seemed very easy, or so | 
thought, until actually sat down 
to write... then came my major 
problem... What could I write 
about? 

Sports? No you really have to 
know something about it... 

Politics? Thank you but there's 
plenty of that in the newspapers.. 

‘Ant? Hmm... too many conflic- 
ting theories about already, without 
my propounding one more — 

Literature? Aba... a field with 
tremendous scope! But what 
literary form? 

‘An epic? Like Homer's liad on 
the Trojan War? But modern war- 
fare... | mean nuclear warfare, 
would hardly last long enough for 
me to write an epic...! 

‘A poem perhaps? No, | don’t 
think I'm poetically inclined! 

Hmm... a short story then? But 
its the refuge of those who lack 
inspiration and | am not going to 












bout a crickat 





Question : Wri 
match, 


— D.W.S, Srikanth, 






join their ranks! 

“Good Lord! | give up!" I cried 
wistfully, Then all of a sudden the 
inner me squeaked, “Hey! Why 
not write about your experiences. 
with the desire to write?” 

Why not, indeed? | nodded in 
joyous anticipation. At last | was 
going to he a writer, and I thought 
of a splendid title for my essay 
The Ordeals of Wriung, For this 
after all| merely needed to record 
my experiences. 

‘Then another thought struck me, 
that if | had struggled so much to 
find inspiration, then so probably 
did every budding writer who 
wrote... and the aspiring writers 
who failed to find inspiration must 
have turned into critics. This ex: 

jlains the volumes of criticism one 

inds in the libraries. With the 
critics, I think, it is a case of sour * 
grapes... 


Aer reeing this hope all 
readers will be inclined to take 
‘a more sympathetic view of the 
efforts of young journalists and 
poets... | wonder now... if T really 
fried... and worked very hard... 









How far is 


VAIKUN' 


Oe the banks of the hens 
|Cauvery, near Tanjavur, thei 
lived two scholars. The were 
Rama Sastri and Kittu 

Rama Sastri was a good and an 
tented man. But Kittu Sastri was 
greedy, 


One day, the king of Varanasi, 
Invited scholars from all over India 
to conduct a yagna. Knowing the 
generosity of the king, Rama 
and Kittu Sastri decided to go to 
Varanasi and participate in the 
yagna. 


Rik 
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rTrheseana took place wth grat 
Toone: and was successfully 


cone eg g was very pl pleased. H 
gave hundred gold coins and fifty 
cows to each of the scholars, In 
addition to this princely gift he also 

‘wanted to pay for the trouble the 
scholars had taken to reach Varo 


Minister" he sad. “The scholars 
all deserve the encouragement. 
Give them as many gold coins, as: 
the number of miles they have 
travelled to reach Varanasi!” 


ce 





























One after another, the scholars 
stepped forward, declared the dis- 
tance of their home town and 
collected their due, When Rama 


Sastri stepped forward the king 
asked, “Dear scholar. from where 
do you come?” “I am from: Tone 
vur which is on the banks of the 
River Cauvery,” replied Rama 
Sastri, The king asked his minister 
the distance of Tanjavur, “Itis about 
a thousand and ten miles, sit," re- 
plied the minister. So Rama Sastri 
was awarded a thousand and ten 
gold coins. 

‘Next it was Kittu Sastr’s tum. 
Being greedy, he wanted to collect 
as many coins as possible. So he 
said, “Sir, I come from, Vaikunta, 
the abode of Lord Narayana.” 

“The king was puzzled. He asked 
his minister, "Do you know how 
far Vaikunta is from here?” The 





So the king asked the scholars. 
“Do any one of you know the dis- 
tance of Vaikunta? If you establish 
the distance I shall award a 
gift of thousand gold coins.” 

Rama Sastri stepped forward, 
“Oh king,” he said. "When Gajen-- 
dra, the king of the elephants was: 
caught by a crocodile, he shouted 
to Lord Narayana for help. Lord 
Narayana came immediately to his 
aid. So Vaikunta is within calling, 
distance, perhaps within a mile.” 


‘The king and the court were 
happy with the answer. So Rama 
Sastri got the special award of 
thousand gold coins while Kittu 
Sastri got just one! 


K. Sruthi, aged 8 
9 























Peamsvere over. tun the last 
day of school and the class 
reports were to be given. As 
Ms, Padma entered the classroom, 
fifty litle hearts beat loud and fast 
in unison. 

The suspense, however, was 
soon over. Both ichibo and Amar 
had done very well. As Ichibo re 
ceived her report, Ms. Padma look- 
ed ather with curiosity, “A mischle- 
vous child,” she thought, “but 
bright, very bright!” 

A loud hum of sound arose as 
the children compared marks with 
each other. 

“Let's go,” said Ichibo. 
“Where?” asked Amar. 








“To Grammarland, of course. 
We have to show our reports to the 
Stranger and our friends there,” 
sald Ichibo. 

‘And so they closed their eyes 
and started to fly. Ichibo's elation 
at doing well in the exams was 
tinged with a bit of sadness, This 
would be last vist to Grammar- 
land, 
' they landed, they saw that the 
place was full of all the people 
they had met during the year. The 
‘Nouns-Common, Proper, Abstract, 
and Collective were all there. The 
Adjectives stood next to them. The 
Verbs who couldn't keep still were 
also present. The Prepositions, 


i 


‘Conjunetions, Adverbs, and Pro-. 
nouns had all tumed out in full 


force. 

Ichibo tumed to the Stranger. 
“Here are our reports!” she said. 

The Stranger was} tosee 
that Ichibo and Amar had both 
scored excellent marks for English 
Grammar, His eyes became misty 
as he looked at them proudly. 

“We didn't made a single mis- 
take in the Grammar paper,” said 
Ichibo. 

“Not a single one,” said Amar. 

“And its all thanks to you!” said 
Ichibo bowing to the Stranger. 
“And toall of you," she said bowing 
to the others. 

‘“[ghibo and Amar have done ex- 
cellently in Grammar,” the Stran- 


assem 
bled. “Let's give them a har 
‘They got a thumping applause. 

Ichibo coughed to clear the 
lump in her throat. She wanted 
to wish them goodbye. 

“Dear People,” she said. “This 
may be our last visit to Grammar- 
land.” 

A cry of protest rose from those 
assembled there, “No!” they shout: 





ed. 

“Mts true,” said Ichibo sadly. 
“Next year, we don't have English 
Grammar. Only English!” 

“Don't forget us,” shouted some- 
one. 

“We won't,” said Amar and 
Ichibo together. 

The Nouns came up to Ichibo 

and Amar. 


whispered. Ichibo hugged the 
Nouns. “How can we?” she asked. 


“T'l always think of you when I 
sing your song,” said Amar. They 
all sang softly : 

“ Grammar is so easy 

Ht you leam to sing 

‘ANoun is the name 

‘Of a person, place or thing! ” 

“We'll remember all the songs 
you taught us,” sald Ichibo. “We 
have also made upa goodbye song 
to sing to you!” Then Ichibo and 
‘Amar sang this song : 

* Visiting Grammartand, 

‘Was such good fun! 

[Now its time to say, a very sad 

Farewell to everyone, 

We can never 

Parts of Speech! 

Goodbye! Goodbye! 

Toall and each!” 

came up to say 


- The 
goodbye. He patted the children 


(on the back. Ichibo hugged him. 
She was almost in tears at the 
thought of not seeing him every 
week. 


‘Amar looked at the Stranger 
shyly. “Will you mind if 1 ask you 
something?” he said. “Not at all! 
‘Ask me anything you like!” sald 
the 


Stranger. 

“We would like to know your 
name!” sald Amar. “Ichibo and I 
didn't know it and so we called you 
Stranger. But we cannot go on 
thinking of you like that any more. 
After all you are our dear friend!” 

The Stranger laughed. “My 
name is Language,” he said, eyes 
shining behind his glasses. “Every 


“language has a Grammar of its 
“Don't forget us, children,” they own 


r 
“Well sir! Goodbye! Its time for 
us to go now!" said Amar. 


“There are other planets to visit 
you know, like Vocabulary, Prose 
‘and Poatry. So don’t think it isa 


final goodbye! 

you again” 
But when they finally left Gram- 

marland everyone was in tears. 


Maybe | will see 


W: hen Ichibo reached home, her 
mother noticed that she was 
sad and thoughtful. 

“Why do you look so sad?” she 


asked. 

“All goodbyes are sad," said 
Ichibo. 

“And what goodbye made you 
sad?" asked her mother. 

“A goodbye to the Stranger and 
his friends,” sald Ichibo, knowing 
full well that her mother couldn't 
understand. 

“How can you wish goodbye to 
fa stranger, someone you don't 
know?" persisted Ichibo's mother. 

“[kknow this Stranger very well,” 





said Ichibo. 

Ichibo’s mother shook her head 
in despair. Would she ever be able 
to understand this intelligent 
daughter of hers? 


(That evening Iehibo and Amar 
met. They sat together in 
silence, thinking about their friends 
in Grammarland. 

“Our visits to Grammarland 
were so enjoyable,” sald Amar. 

“They made me interested in 
Grammarasa subject,” sald Ichibo. 

“Grammar isn't a bugbear now, 
not any more," sald Amar. 

“Not when you regard the Parts. 
of Speech as real people,” sald 
Ichibo. 

“We must ell all our class-mates 
about our adventures in Grammar- 
land," sald Amar. 

“We must,” said Ichibo. 

And that ‘is how the story of 
the Adventures of Amar and Ichibo 
was told. 
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What is a meteorite? 
'G. Kusum, 
Baroda. 
Meteorites begin as bodies of 
‘matter travelling at great speed 
through space, In the solar system 
there are numberless such bodies, 
usually chunks of rock or metal. 
When they enter the earth’s atmos- 
phere friction makes them hot and 
bright. The small chunks burn 
away, but the larger ones fall to 
the earth as meteorites. 

Their crater hollows are found 
all over the world. A meteorite 
which probably weighed hundreds 
of tons is believed to have fallen 
near Winslow, Arizona, in the 
United States several thousand 
years ago. 

‘The Barringer crater, is about 
‘one mile across and over 500 feet 
deep. Another large meteorite is 
known to have fallen at Grootfon- 
tein in Southwest Africa. This 
‘weighed about 60 tons, An iron 
meteorite in New York City, which 
was brought from Greenland, 
weighs 36 tons, 


When and where were balls 
first used? 

Kiran Gupta, 

Madras. 


A Abas spherical object for 
throwing or kicking in various 
sports and games used from pre- 
historic times by young and old. It 
is not clear exactly when this 
wonderful plaything was created, 
but it definitely finds a place in the 
earliest literature, sculpture and 
painting known to man: It was 





known and definitely in use in the 
early Egyptian, Mesopotamian, 
Greek, Roman and Indian civi- 
zations. 


Homer and other writers found 
ball play particularly appealing. 
Playing ball-was a much valued 
means of excercise in ancient 
Greece. Homer describes in the 
Odyssey how Princess Nausicaa 
and her friends played ball, 


Even among Romans who dis 
liked spors, bal play was popular, 
Romans made their balls out of 
leather strips sown together’ and 
filled with different things” — 
feathers, cloth or even air, 


The Greeks were no strangers 
to team games, particularly in 
Sparta. Episkyros was one early 
team game played in Greece, A 
white line divided opposing teams 
and another line was marked be~ 
hind each team. The ball was 
thrown back and forth until at last 
‘one team was forced back over its 
rear line in the exchange. 


with lime and soda (talcium oxide 
and sodium oxide) to make soda- 
lime glass, It is this glass which is 
used for windows, bulbs, bottles 
and table ware. 

The oldest specimens of manu- 
factured glass date back to 2500 
BC, for glass beads have been 
discovered in the archeological sites 
of ancient Egypt and Mesopotamia. 
But the plasticity of glass in the 
H molten state was not discovered 
until much later, around 200 BC. 

If you wish to know how glass is 
Who invented the telescope? made, make sure you keep a look 

R. Sreedhar, ‘out for the next issue of Gokulam 
Cochin. in which you'll find an article on 
The earliest telescope was 955. 
made in Holland for use on 
land, but Galileo Galilei was the (Q Why does the sea never dey 
first man to turn a telescope to © cae i 
wards the sky. In the year 1609 yt rr 
he improved upon the existing tele. Kolpakkam. 
scope. Before him the great dis- A This is question about which 
coverers of the sky's secrets had “ men have always wondered. 
to rely on their eyes. The answer is simple, Our earth 
with its atmosphere wrapped right 
around it, has a large quantity of 
water. This water is always there 
for it cannot go away. The water 





Qihetsow? When was it 
first discovered? 
P.Natarajan, & J. Anand, 
Erode. Modras. + The casting of glass 

Glass as you all know isa trans 

parent, hard, brittle substance 
formed from certain liquids, that 
have the property of cooling below 
their freezing point without crystal 
lizing, So the liquid becomes so 
stiff that they have all the properties 
of a solid! 

The most widely used substance 

in the manufacture of glass s silica 
{SiO2), Itis used in combination 


86 












+ Highest in India Jog Falls 


exists in three forms — ice, water 
and water vapour, The water from 
the sea is changed into vapour 
and the vapour rains down again 
and whatever is lost is replaced 
soon, though in a cyclic patter. 
In many parts of the world, the 
sea gets bigger because it wears 
the land away and in other places 
it gets smaller because the land 
extends. But the sea can never 
dry up, because the water it loses 
to evaporation is always replaced 
in some form or other, 


Where is the highest waterfall 
‘in the world? 
G. Kripa, 
Bombay. 
A The highest wateral is Angel 
Falls in Venezuela. The water 
falls 807 metres in a single drop 
and the whole water fall is 979 


metres! 


Who made the first map of 
the world? 
Bhargavi Ramanan, 


Goa. 
A People made maps of the 
world long ago, but they were 
nothing like the maps we have 
today. They did not know that 
continents such as North and 
South America, and Antarctica, 
existed, Their maps showed only 
part of the world. The first maps 
that look anything like the world 
we know today were drawn in the 
1500s, when people had begun to 
sail arourid the world. One of the 
best was made by Mercator, a 
Flemish mapmaker, who develop: 
ed the use of map projection in 
1568. 







Who discovered that germs 
‘can cause disease? 

Seetha Muthuram, 

Gulbarga. 

A Thisareat discovery was made 
not by a doctor or physisian, 

but by a French scientist, Louis 


Pasteur. Pasteur made several 
important discoveries in science, 
including the discovery that germs 
— living things so small as to be 
invisible — make wine and beer go 
sour, He thought that they might 
cause disease. These germs we 
now know to be viruses and bac- 
teria and others. Pasteur was able 
to prove his ideas in 1870. They 
showed that cleanliness is neces- 
sary to health. 
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‘Sunil Manohar Gavaskar, is known all over the 
iicketing world as the “Little Master”. In @ magnificent 
‘career spanning nearly two decades, he truly ‘mastered the 
art of batsmanship. 

Brought up in amiddle class background of aBombay 
suburb, Gavaskar leant his Cheket in the bylanes Of his 


has produced many a fing ‘Bombay and India cricketer. 
Bombay was the nursery of Indian cricket and cricket Was in 
the very air that young ‘Sunil breathed. 

‘Small of build, ‘Gavaskar has fexcellentreftexes and an 

intelligent, analytical mind. ‘Ata young age he learned the 
imlues of discipline and hard work, the importance of 
technique and ‘temperament. He received ‘excellent coaching 
from senior cricketers ret thirstily drank in all the cricket 
‘conversation of which there was never ‘shortage where he 
grew UP. 
‘His exploits for school, college and university caught 
the eye of the Indian selectors. Inaboldstepithey put him on 
the flight to the West Indies in 1971 — when he was still very 
young and inexperienced — and the vest is history. On that 
tour — India’s first win abroad — Gavaskar scored 774 runs 
In four Test matches for ore incredible batting averoge of 
154.80. 

The “Little Master" never looked back — with 34 Test 
hundreds and more than 10,000 runs in Test cricket he has 
set standards extremely dificult to emulate. He has often 
been compared to the » comparable Sit Don Brodmon, the 
great Australian who very "rerly saw great potential In the 


former. 
What follows is an account of Gavaskar's childhood 
adapted from his ‘qutobiography Sunny Doys 


Naver Masurear or Nan taka peaere ie hole near 
ear 


as [ called him late 

Nas {called him ate, relative If he had’ 
eos ci me to sali in the decal way tale ae nes 
host on he 10 oy 1909, eter Naika sntad me the 
very lucky thing for me Mee aatnet enor fe te 

i pes , 1 next to: 
Neotala.w ma ty observant horror and pein peas 
e up, he covered that the baby | psrpey fee 4 
ole 


on the left ear lobe! Every single 
crib in the hospital was searched 
frantically, and finally | was found 
fast asleep beside a fisher woman 
totally unaware of the panic and 
confusion, I had caused. 


I have often wondered what 


would have happened if nature 
had not marked me out, by giving 


Those 


me that small hole in my ear; or 
even if Nan-kaka hadn't noticed it! 
Pethaps | would have grown up to 
be an obscure fisherman, fishing 
somewhere along the west coast! 


[hawzhad the rvlege ofhavinga 
cricketing mother, who helped 
me take the firststepsin the game | 
have come to love, Among the 
pleasant recollections of my child- 
hood are the endless games of 
cricket | played with herin the small 
gallery of our house, with a tennis| 
ball, Since the area was small she| 
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DAYS. 


would knee! to bowl and lob the 
ball to me. 

‘Once, | remember, | hit the ball 
straight back,and caught her hard 
on the nose, Although it was only 
a tennis ball, there was not much 
of a distance between us,and the 
ball hit her really hard, {think | 
nearly broke her nose, for there 
was a lot of bleeding. 

My mother shrugged off the 
wound, washed her face and we 
continued our game., But I think 
that Incident shook me up quite a 








bit. I remember restraining myself 
from playing attacking shots. For 
the rest of that day it was just 
forward defence for me. 

My father, in his day, had been a 
good club cricketer and a keen 
student of the game, I found his 
advice invaluable in the develop: 
ment of my career in later years. 
So cricket I suppose is really In my 
blood. 


Mines Madhav Mant had 
played four official Tests for 
India. He was a force to reckon 
with in first-class games. When- 
ever I went to his house | used to 
take out his cricket pullovers, stroke 
them gently, and long to wear 
them, I loved the Indian Test 
pullovers so much, that once I 
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asked my uncle ifI could keep on 
I thought perhaps he wouldn't 
mind, for he had so many. 

‘That day, I leamt a lesson that | 
was never to forget. My uncle told 
me that to wear the Indian colours 
one had to eam the honour, {had 
to sweat and work hard to achieve 
that distinction! Looking back on 
that incident! realise that my uncle 
could have easily given me a pull- 
over, but ! am glad that he didn't. 
He taught me very early in life, that 
there was no short-cut to the top. 

My uncle had many cricket 
souvenirs and a large number of 
trophies he had won, Iwas fascina- 
ted with the stump he had which 
bore the autographs of the 1952 
India and England teams. I spent 
alot of ime lingering over the auto- 


graph of each player. 


c= was a way of life in our 
neighbourhood, | had the upper 
hand as | owned a bat and ball. 
Right from the very beginning | 
wanted to be a batsman, and | 
hated losing my wicket. This was 
such an obsession with me,that if 
the rest of the boys ever got me out 
I would fight with them and walk 
away with my things. This naturally 
would bring the game to an abrupt 
end, since no one else owned a bat 
and ball! The boys would yell at me 
and call me names but this tension 
didn'tlastlongand asa rule we got 
along quite well. That is, of course, 
until the next time | lost mywicket.! 
The Ambaye brothers and the 
Mandrekar brothers were among 





these early comrades who made 
up ourteam, and they thought of a 
way to get around my refusal to 
hand over the bat when I was out. 
They would decide beforehand 
that theywould appeal at a certain 
ball,whether or not I was out and | 
hhad to go by the majority verdict! 

Our team often played matches 
against teams made up of the boys 
living inthe neighbouring building. 
We took these matches very serl- 
couslyindeed, Wecollected money 
amongst ourselves to buy small 
white-metal cups for as little as a 
rupee and fifty paise. These cups 
or “trophies” as we called them, 
raised a lot of interest and enthu- 
slasm for the matches. 

‘Sudhir Naik and Sharad Hajare 
lived In our neighbourhood, and 


Mitind Rege lived in a fiat in the 
same building that I did. We often 
played against each other in those 
days. Years later, all of us were in 
the Bombay Ranji Trophy team 
together, and it felt as if Sivaji Park 
was representing Bombay! 


Gt Xaver’s High School had a 
‘very good cricket team at the 
time I joined it. When I was a 
youngster I used to run to watch 
the senlors play during the lunch 
Interval, Vinay Chaudhart was the 
captain of the school team, and it 
was under his captaincy that St. 
Xavier's won the Harris Shield. 
Every Xavierite was delirious with 
joy, because it was a great coup for 
‘our school. 

Inter-class matches were very 





important to us. The junior team 
was selected on the basis of perfor- 
mances in these matches. We were 
so enthusiastic that we would very 
often go in to play the school 
matches even on holidays. We 
usually played with just one leg- 
guard and no batting gloves. In 
fact | was a fairly good bowler at 
that time, and managed to bag 
quite a few wickets. 


ne 2s! was leaving the house 
to play a match when my father 
introduced me to his guest, who 
had come to invite our family fora 
wedding. Hewas Kamal Bhandar- 
kar,the former Maharashtra player 
‘who was always prepared to coach 
anyone who showed a willingness 
to learn. When he leamt that I 


played the game, and was in fact 
‘on my way to a match, he asked 
me to show him my stance, and so 
Idid. Then he asked me to show 
him my forward defence. When I 
did so, he pointed out that my bat 
‘was at an angle, and that there was 
the danger of the ball being deflec- 
ted to the slips! Then he showed 
methe properarip. Hisadvicewas 
invaluable and to this day, when 1 
find myself in difficulties I remem- 
ber his words and check to see if 
my grip is correct. 

‘That was my first encounter with 
the great coach. Aman devoted to 
the game he would be willing to sit 
up all night to discuss a cricketing 
problem. That is why I was so 
thrilled when he invited me to talk 
to his young students at his Coach- 





ing Camp years later. 





y career in schoo! cricket be- 
gan when I got the chance 
of playing in the Harris Shield tour- 
nament. The opportunity came 
my way when Milind Rege caught 
chicken pox. I was the tenth man 
in,and remained unbeaten with a 
score of thirtyruns. Iwas delighted 
with my performance, and woke 
up early next moming, to see my 
name in the newspaper. But sadly 
the only words to my credit were 
“G. Sunil — 30 — not out!" Iwas 
quite disappointed 
Inext set my heart on playing for 
the Bombay Schools. My first 
season for them started disastrous- 
1. 1 scored just eight runs and 
fielded badly. So I lost my place in 
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the team! 

I realised then that I had to work 
on my fielding. I worked hard at 
beinga good close in fielder specia- 
lizing in the slips. Concentration 
was my strongest point and this 
helped me while fielding in the 
slips, even when a batsman was 
doing so well, that it looked as if 
he'd never make a mistake! 

My fist prize in a national compe: 
tition — theJ.C. Mukherjee Trophy 
for the Best Schoolboy Cricketer 
of the year — came in the year 
1966. itwas my final year with the 
Bombay Schools team and I had 
come a long way since that first 
dreadful experience. In the quar- 
‘erfinal of the Cooch Behar Trophy 
Iscored 246 not out. Iscored 222 
in the semifinals and 85 in the 
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final! 

Myperformance led to my selec- 
tion tothe All-India Schools’ Team 
against the London Schoolboys 
who were touring India. It was 
challenging cricket. In the early 
part of the game I was hard hit by 
ball on the thigh and was in great 
pain, Ididn'tweara thigh-quard in 
those days. The skipper of the 
English team told the bowler to 
“do it again.” Iwas annoyed by the 
remark which made me determined 
to excel. I batted on without flinch: 
ing and ended up with a score of 
116 runs. 

“The matches against the London 
Schoolboys were in a way like 
Tests. I scored an aggregate of 
309 runs in the first four matches, 
but had to drop out of the fifth 


because of myapproaching exams, 
Our team however went on to win 
the match and with it, the series. 
Iwasin my final year at school at 
this time. Before going to study in 
the university, | attended a coach- 
ing camp organised by the Board 
of Control at Hyderabad. T.S. 
Worthington, a former English 
player, was our coach. It was my 
first exposure to English cricket. 
Mr, Worthington changed my 
Indian technique to the English 


‘one, 
hes received warm support 

from my family who always en- 
couraged all my efforts. My father, 
as an inducement, offered to give 
me ten rupees for every hundred | 
scored! I remember the year I al- 
most put the household budget in 
disarray. The value of money 
wasn't lost upon me even then! My 
father however, always payed up 
cheerfully, sometimes he'd take 
cout his wallet as soon as he saw 
me, and ask if | had scored a 
century, and would be most dis- 
appointed if I said no! 

‘While I was encouraged to play 
cricket, my parents never failed to 
‘emphasize the importance of do: 
ing well in my studies. In fact, 
cricket was never allowed to inter- 
fere with academic work. 

Once, when | got a bad report 
from school, my father was so 
worried and upset that he refused 
to let me play in the Inter-School 
Tournament. The Principal of my 
school, however, met my father and 
assured him that he would perso- 
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nally look affer my studies, Only 
after such’ a Strong recommenda: 
tion, did my father relent! 

Soon after, I joined St. Xavier's 
College and was chosen to play on 
theirteam, which boasted of several 
first class players. Later I was also 
selected to play for the Bombay 
University Team. 


s time went by, was singularly 

fortunate, in receiving the love 
and affection of cricketers and 
cricket lovers in abundant mea: 
sure, I made many friends, both 
onand off the cricket field and that 


made me feel truly ich, When | 
think of this today I am reminded 
of the lines by Rabindranath 
Tagore 
‘Thou hast made me known to friends 
‘whom [ew not 
‘Thou hast given me seats in homes 
not my own 
‘Thou hast brought the distant near 
And made a brother of the stranger.” 
I did not know then what the 
future held for me. 1 was certain 
only of two things — that I loved 
cricket, and that | would ever strive 
to do my best to prove worthy in 
the futire 
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Ramu : Hey! My watch has fallen 
down! 


Halku c@ the lift down and 
go and fetch it! 


Ramu : No need! We can take the 
stairs! 


Halku : Why? 
Ramu : My watch is always slow! 
— $,Charulatha, aged 14 








Father : Well son! How are your 
marks this term? 

‘Son : Under water! 

Father : What ever do you mean? 

Son They are all below "C" level 


— Veda Purushothaman, 








Teacher : Where is Bombay, Raju? 
Raju : On the map on page 24 sir! 
— A. Manjunath, aged 14. 


Teacher : If | cut two apples and 
two bananas into twenty pieces, 
what will | have? 

Student : A bow! of fruit salad 
ma'am! 

— N. Swarnalakshmi, aged 12. 














